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Tie Tregeeth 

WiKatetosJ, whole puifiance o„ ri,h er fide 
-hall bepvvell winged with our chiefcfl } or f e f 

v T S "&*&■ b °° te ’ what &fekcft thou not 

Jf or c A good dyreftion warlike foucraignc He fb l 

Thi, found I one my tent this morning? ’ 

Iec ks7 of %prfolke fie no,t to fold, 
f or Dicks* thy wafer ub^htaud fold 
K,»g.^ A thing detnfed bytheeuemy, J ' 

Ooe Gentlemen euery man vnto his charge 

Gonfcience is a word that. cowards vie, 

Deuifde as-d^ft.tpiitepe the Ilrong ip awe 

Marrh "^erh'^yrY-'^^Hop’.j^r fwtocds.ourJawe, 

March on,ioyne brauc Jy, let vs too it pelj meil. 

If not to hpauen, then hand in hand to hell, H is omit* 
What/liaH I lay more then I haue inferd, to his amt 

Remember who you arc in cope withail ' 

A fort of r abends, Rafcpls^nd 

run-awayes, 

A feumof Brittaine^and bale lackey plants, 

Whome their ore cloyed countrey vomits forth 
To delpcrate aduentures and afTur’d deftrudHom 
You flecpmgfafe they bring you to vnreft • 

You ha U ,ng lands, and bleft with bcautious , vines. 

They would reftraiiK the one, diHaine the other. 

And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow > 

Long kept jn Brittaine at oyr mothers coft 
A milke-fop one char neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as oucr fhooesin fnow • 

Lets whip thefe ftraglers ore rhefeasagaine, 

Lafh hence thefe ouerweening tags of France, 

Ihefe famiflit beggers weary of their hues, 

Who but for dreaming on this fond exploit 

r.i of m "° e i r sorc r>K hai! i,a "s' d 

it we be conquered let men conqaervs 

And not thefe baftard Brittaincs whom our fathers 

Hauem their owne land beaten, bob’d and thumpt. 

And on record left thsm the heire of fhame. ' 

Shall thefeemoy our lands, lie with oar wiues ? 

A.auiih our daughters, harke I hcare there dram. 


^Richard thi Third. 

Right Gentlemen of £»£/rfwdfight boldly yeomen 
Draw Archers, draw you arowes to the head. 

Spur your proud horfes hard, and ride in blood. 

Amaze the welkin with yonr broken ftaues, 

Whatfaics Lord Stanley will he bring his] power t 
Mef My Lord he doth deny to come. 

King. Off with his fonne G targes head. 

Nor. My Lord the enemy is paftthe marfh. 

After th battel! let George Stanley die. 

King. A thoufand hearts are gseat'with. in my bdfome, 
Aduancc our ft mdards, fet rpon our foes. 

Our ancient wordofeourage faire Saint George 
1 nfpirc vs with the fpeene of fiery Dragons, 

Vpon them, vi&ory fits one our faelpcs. 

Alarum excur ferns. Enter Cate shy. 

Cat. Refce w roy Lord of Norfolke, refeew refeew, 

The K ing enacts more wonders then a wan. 

Daring an eppofite to euery danger. 

His horfe is (laine , and all one foote he fights, 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 

Refcew,fairc Lord, or elfcthc day isloft. Enter IRJchard 
Ktr.g. A horfe, a horfe my King dome for a horfe. 

Cat. Withdraw my Lord, ile h.-Ipey-ou to a horfe* 

King. S!aue 1 haue fet my life vpon a call, 

And I will Hand rhe hazard of the die, 

I thinke there be fixe R ichmtnds in the field, 

Fiue haue I flaine to day inftcad of him. 

A horfe, a horfe, tny kingdome for a horfe: 

Alarum, Enter R t chard dr Richmond, they fight, Richard if 
flaine then re trait being founded. Enter Richmond. Darby 
bearing the Crowne with other Lordt, 

Rich. God and your arme be praifed victorious friends. 
The day is ours the bloudie dog it dead. 

Dor. Couragious Richmond, well haft thou acquit thee, 
Loe heerc this long vlurped royalties, 

From the dead temples of this bloudy wretch, 

Haue I pluckt off to grace thy browes with all, 

Weare it, and make much of it. 

Rvk, Great God ofheancnfayAmentoall, 
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